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years ago.    The result will never vary—and to that it will, is to suppose that the foregone man 1ms li
in vain__that the foregone time ia but tho rudlmen
tlie future —that the myriads who have perished  1 not been upon equal footing with ourselves — nov arc with our posterity.    I cannot agree to lose sight o£ I the individual in man the mass. — I have no  bolic spirituality.    I think the word a liters word.    TSTo has really a conception of spirit.    "We cannot iron what ia not.    We deceive ourselves "by tho Icloa 0! nitely rarefied matter.    Matter escapes tho senses bj greea— a stone — a metal—a liquid-—tho atmos]; — a gas—'the luminiferous other.    Beyond thia 1 are other modifications more Tare,    But to all wo a the notion of a constitution of pavticlea — atomic flo sition.    For this reason only we tliinlc spirit ditto: for spirit, we say, is \mpavticled, and  ther&foro   ii matter.    But it is clear that if we proceed  wufHci far in OUT ideas of rarefaction, we shall arrive at a where tlio particles coalesce j for, although tho pal he infinite, the infinity of littleness in tho spaces bel them is an absurdity. — Tho unpaHicled matter, p ating and impelling all things, is God.   Its activity thought of God — which creates,  Man, and otliov tlii beings, are individunlizations of the unparticlorl  n Man exists as a "person," by being clothed with r (the particled matter) which individualizes Him* habited, his life is mdimental.    "What we cnll " tl is the painful metamorphosis.    The stars ai-o llio 1 tious of rndimental "beings.    But for the necessity hie, there would have been no wovldi Wovm is the butterfly — still material, b and get you to get money from Graham.    Give our best love to G. [Signature cut out,] as il she
